LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

The silence became insupportable; the uneasi-
ness increased, my cousin grew pale, Cecilia
pressed my arm and whispered to me, " But,
mamma, what is it? what is the matter with you? "

" I am quite mad/' I said to them at last.
" What is it all about? A journey which is neither
likely to take us out of the world, nor even to the
other end of it. Languedoc is no great distance.
You, sir, you are yourself travelling, and we may
hope to meet you again; and you, my cousin, are
going in the same direction as ourselves. We wish
to visit my amiable relative who is a very agreeable
woman and exceedingly dear to me. She, too,
desires to see us; there is no obstacle, and I am
determined to start very soon. Go, my cousin,

and inform Monsieur and Madame B------that my

house is to be let for srx months."

He departed on this errand; and meanwhile the
Englishman took a chair beside us. Very soon
my daughter's guardians and their wives rushed
up; my lord, seeing us occupied in conversing
with them, leaned against the chimney-piece, look-
ing far away. The young Bernese came to express
his pleasure at spending the summer nearer to us
than he had expe&ed. Then the foreigners I had
heard of came in, and immediately offered to hire
my house. Nothing remained but the difficulty of
lodging ourselves while awaiting your feply. We
were offered an apartment in a country house that
an English family had quitted last autumn. I
accepted this offer with eagerness, so that every-
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